228                            A HOT MARCH.

laid down from our last camp. "We had not
discovered our mistake before this, for we came
by river the last day and therefore did not recog-
nise the country; but now, there sure enough was
the grove of toddy palms not half-a-mile "off,
and on the opposite bank the temple of
Buddrachellum.

Our faces fell, for we were in an awful, fix.
Our horses were tired, the sun was scorching,
and we were just as far from camp as when we
started in the morning. Moreover, the track
was not marked, and our only way of getting to
Lingurnpallah, fourteen miles off, and where our
change of horses were waiting for us, was by
hiring a native to show us the way, and following
him at foot's pace.

Never shall I forget the heat of that march. My
throat was so parched that for tay bottle of cold
tea I would have given its weight in gold.. My
horse was so done that he nearly came down on,
his nose three times, and the only way I could
keep him going at all was by digging him with